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A GREAT nation has paid its tribute

of love and honor to a dead King
of Battles who said: "Eet us have

peace." /\ E ^
On the pillars of the huge white uftiusoleumon Riverside Drive where lies the

body of Ulysses S. Grant, there are wreaths
of laurel and sprays of palm and pure clinllcedlilies of peace placed there by the representativesof seventy million people.
And if the dead man sleeping behind

tlie grim bronze doors could have awakened
for a brief time yesterday he would have
heard again the tread of armed battalions,
the clank of scabbard and sword, the rattle
of bit and spur, the blare of bugles and
the thunder of guns.
And he would have heard, swelling high

over the shirll cold winds that whistled
about his tomb the loving anthems of a

people who have beaten the weapons of old
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wars into ploughshares and pruning hooks.
In that great gathering there was representedthe greatest civilization of the
earth.
And yet.oh, strange inconsistency of imperialpomp!.in all the huge panoply that

coiled glittering and vast out of nowhere
and into nowhere, there was nothing but
war, war, war. War bitted and spurred
and ready for bYcod; war glaring under the
morion bars of brass helmets and tossing
plumes; war, lurking in the dark cannon
mouths and gleaming in the steel of myriad
swords.
There was not a sheaf of wheat or a

blade of corn, or an emblem of peace.
And still the dead man, hearing, would
have understood it all.
There were a million peepe packed along

the six miles of streets ani avenues to
watch the parade..six miles cf restless,
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% ing of the great event have been c
New York has done credit to it!

It is delightful for me to be able t

surging, shifting humanity. They transformedthe great stands into black and
buzzing bastions. They fringed the cornices
along the sousetops and hung from trees,
high above the league-long lines of glitteringbayonets and nodding plumes.
They fringed the curbs and sidewalks in

a pushing, heaving, panting and peering
mob, sentient, with a vast curiosity.
About the tomb it was worse. If possible,

than anywhere else. The mausoleum
reared its white columns grand and tall
in the midst of a black and roaring concavethat was all but Impassible.

Making Ready for the Parade.
Along the narrow lane, driven clear-by

the police, brilliant aides, gilt-strapped and
gas as jackdaws, galloped hither and
thither. Ambulances roared hollowly over

the pavements and wheeled into vacant
spaces, heaven knows how. to make ready
for the coming parade.
In the west, on the river that was gray

with the cold wind, lay the big squadron
of battle ships, their squared yards lookinglike combs with the sailors who stood
upon them,

It was a merciless wind. It stung beauty'snose until it was blue; it made ragged
the purple and pink of easter hats; U
ripped the flags from their halliards, and
the blazonry from balconies. It caught up
swirling clouds of dust and swept it into
the eyes of the multitude.
Tumbling hats were everywhere, with

policemen in sterterous chase. Looking
down the long Drive from the reviewing
stand, you could see myriads of small flags
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his nature oeiore that pieasea me so mucn

mest in doing honor to the nation's great
The parade, the display of warships on tl

ompletely satisfactory.
self and the nation, and the visiting partici
0 say SO..From an interview with Prei

blown violently about, like waving fields of tin
orchids. The sky hung low and gray and de
cheerless, making dull the huge bows of his
royal purple, clasping the white columns of his
the tojjib. H<
Three men, bearing a huge laurel wreath,

placed their burden on the sarcophagus ^
nnrl went nnietlv awny. flnv flower waer- ,.

ons discharged their odorous cargoes at the
reviewing stand, until it looked like a nod- ce,
ding rose garden. jV
Old veterans on crutches hobbled here

and there, looking for seats. Cushion pedlershowled and thrived. All down the
swaying bulwarks of humanity flanking the
Drive, could be seen the blue-coated police
struggling, pushing and driving the crowd
back. A gorgeous dignitary, with a drawn °f

sword, fell off his horse from sheer over- th

plus of importance, and was trampled th
upon. The crowd thrilled for a second and er

forgot it. Si
Chauncey M. Depew, sleek and well fed, vs

occasioned another thrill. He, too, was for- ca

gotten ere his coat tails touched his chair.
Nobody was of any particular importance, of
All were mere bits in the huge and shifting be
mosaic. tb
A flash of sky-blue uniforms away down

the Drive. Somebody with a strident voice sls

yells .President Aiciuniey: rne Diue iu

deepened into dense ranks, blurred with tb

yellow. Somewhere a bugle blared high nc

and wild. The crowd surged to its feet, sea- or

like and curious. P{

Arrival of President McKinley. J1,',
The sky-blue escort of the President

swept clattering past, followed closely by P
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. It was pleasing because it was '?
hero. The whole affair has been <§>
le Hudson and the general color- |>
pants have earned worthy praise. Z
lident McKlnley.

» Presidential carriage. In It sat PresintMcKlnley, pale and hawk-nosed, with
) sparse hair fluttering threadlike about
i ears. At his 6ide sat Vice-President
>bart, amiable and contented,
rhen came carriage after carriage laddn
th the greatest dignitaries of this repubA11were arrav and old and solemn, ris
fitted the occasion. High up In this prossionof state, sat ex-President Cleveland,
3 rugose face burled In his heavy collar,
chard Watson Gilder sat by him, equally
inkled and equally b\irled. And the high
ts of all this procession were gray and
ugh with dust and wind. s

rhe sons and daughters and grandchildren
the dead general also drove up and took
e places allotted to them. The perspecrebecame thick with black clad Govnorsof States and gold laced generals.
>eaker Reed, with ponderous torso and
ist pink face, labored heavily from his
rriage.
A thousand women, swayed by the baton
Mr. Damrosch, sung "Hail, Columbia!"

ddlng their music with one hand and
eir hats with the other.
Then came a long, cold wait, while the
:y grew grayer and the wind heavier and
e crowd more blue and shivery. During
lis wait ex-President Cleveland, having
> further business at the tomb, drove off
1 his way to Princeton. There were a few
ditlcai yells. Mr. Cleveland raised his
it and smiled. Over in front of the tomb
le speeehmaking was going on.

The long wait came to an end when
resident McKinley entered the reviewing
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stand. Somebody wig-wagged the news to
the fleet on the gray river. The response
wag qu^ck and thunderous. The air shook
with the deep tumult of cannon, and there
was a smell of burnt gunpowder In the
air. It was 1 o'clock when the President
entered the stand. The crowd cheered and
waved its multitudinous hats, and.wondrousfreak of meteorology.the sun came
out for an instant with almost the only
shred of yellow light seen during the entire
review.
Now Come the Miles of Troops.
Mayor Strong followed President McKin-

ley and the laced generals Into the stand,
and promptly mast-headed his little white
flag right above their heads.
General Miles, eagle-beaked and masterful,stood at the right hand of the Presidentas the head of the parade wheeled

around from the north and started down
past the stand.

It was led by a platoon of Jigging and
clattering police. This was the beginning
of the long glittering stream that swept
without cessation for three hours or more
around the tomb. Billow on billow, squadronon squadron, they came rolling onward,a slow, great river, shot with myriadflashes of steel and spangled with

* gleams of amaranth purple and gold.
For awhile. In the surging splendor of

it all, the crowd lost sight of the solemnity
of the occasion. They stood up and cheered
and swung their hats with enthusiasm and
forgot that it was cold. Even the veterans
in wheel chairs and on crutches cheered
with the rest. v

There were seas of gray slashed with
white like the crests of shoreward waves.
That was the Seventh. There were long
lines of blue, barred with crimson and
purple and gold. These were the Sixtynfnihthp TPrmrfoonf-h fho Vi

There were flashes of color that came and
passed so quickly that one's eyes could
scarcely follow the trend of events. This
will be told about in another story.
All down the line there was a wild tangle

of bronze bucklers, brass helmets, gleaming
pikes, halberds and gilt banners. The air
pulsed with the swing of marching men,
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the snarl of drams And the sound of sharp,
quick commands.
And when the eye had become weary

with the gorgeous optical feast, thev men
to whom the country is Indebted for the
integrity of the flag, came marching by.
They were old and bent and gray-headed,
and many of them had fallen by the waysideIn that long march up Riverside
Drive, and others were faltering as they
made the turn past the reviewing stand.
But what glorious memories they recalled!Here were men who had fought

at Cold Harbor, at Chancellorsville, Antietam,Gettysburg and the Wildernessmenwho faced Lee's gaunt veterans at
Petersburg, and who met them_later_ a t
Appomattox. And

^

here were their war

flags, too, old banners worn by dust and
time, and torn by shot and shell, ghosts
of bloody days flaunting their spectral and
hallowed rays, around the tomb of hi in
whose brain had guided them to victory.
Very proud these old veterans were, as

they marched along in front of the multitude.Thousands of the spectators grevy
tired and bezan to think of home lone be-
fore the parade was over. Those who remained,became so confused with noise
and color, that to-day it is doubtful if
they remember anything other than a mere

jumble of prancing horses, galloping aides, *

acres of yellow plumes, waving like fields
of golden rod, white crosses, straps, buckles,arguillettes, cartouche, boxes, the
rumble of cannon and the tenuity of the
cadets' waists.
But it was a solemn and glorious occasion*and for the most part the crowd

realized it. Immediately after the parade.
President McKinley departed for the riversideto review the squadron, and a few
minutes later the thunder of cannon told
the departing multitude that the navy was
Tiflvinc its turn, nt t.hp fplphration.
The crowd went away very quietly. It,

streamed slowly iuto the side streets, and
once more the great stands about the tomb
became yellow and bare, like the skeletons
of mammoths. The street lights flickered
dimly through the dusk, the great whitlJP*
tomb loomed spectrally in the shadowa
and inside in his coffin of stone the dead
man slept.


